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Liquid Courage 


Author's Notes: 
| got inspired by pictures of young James Hetfield while writing this, he looks so shy. So, have awkward young 
James who can't talk about his feelings and Lars who will always go after what he wants and knows that deep 


down James loves him the same. 


You can find more of my Metallica Fics on A03 under the same username or my Tumblr under metalvinylgeek, 


No caps. 


This is exactly where he wanted to be, in a bar, after a show, having James have his long arm slung over his 


shoulder with the bar supporting both of their weight. 


He had a few beers in him already, and he was sure that James had drunk a few more than him. That's why 
he was standing so close to him, but Lars was just taking in the extra body heat coming off the taller man. 
James’ long sun-kissed blond hair from all those hours spent at the skatepark brushed against Lars' exposed 


shoulder now and again. 


"Come on man," James said in his thick baritone voice, trying to pull him out of the bar and into the chilly San 


Francisco street. 


Lars followed after him, like a dog on a leach. Pressing himself close to James as they made the trip back to 
their house that they shared with the guys, Kirk was probably still at the bar talking up the rest of the locals 
and Cliff was most likely drinking himself into a stupor. 


"That was a great show," Lars sluggishly said. 
"Yeah." James looked over at him, pulling his destroyed denim jacket closer to him. "There was this one kid just 


losing it in the crowd, | think he lost a tooth at some point." Lars couldn't help the chuckle that escaped his lips 
as James kept talking about the show and the fight that broke out during Kirk's solo. 


They kept walking before getting to the house, letting themselves in, and toeing off their destroyed sneakers. 
"Hey Lars," James said just as Lars started walking down the hallway towards their shared room. 
"Yes?" He questioned James stumbled over to him, shy and quite clumsy with his loud footsteps. 


He felt James rest his hands on his arms, towering over him a bit. "I just.." James started to say before 


leaning in closer to him. 


"l- "James cut himself off leaning down further before lightly pressing his chapped lips against Lars’ soft one. 


The feeling of callused fingers sent a shiver down Lars’ spine. 


Lars pulled away, baffled by what just happened to him. He couldn't help but start to think about what he had 
just experienced. But wasn't given enough time as James started to shake his head once the realization had hit 


him of what he had just done. James moved to hurry out of the room, not giving Lars a second look 


"Wait," Lars said, he reached out and just barely caught James wrist in his small grasp in the long hallway. 
James stopped walking but didn't turn to look at him, too shy and closed off to let Lars look at him. 


"Did you do that because you were drunk or.." He trailed off, too scared of what might come out of his 


mouth. 


Slow beat after beat, it made it seem like they had been standing there for hours. "Or.. | guess. | mean, I'm not 
too sure if I'm still drunk or not but, I've wanted to do that for a while." James said. Lars dropped his wrist 


ready to let James flee the scene. 


Lars knew what he felt for James, he knew he loved him, not as a brother, and more than just a bandmate 
but wasn't sure what to call it. He always had this feeling when he was around James that he didn't know how 


to describe. He also knew that he was drunk, and none of his current thoughts were at all coherent. 


"Can we talk about this in the morning?" Lars asked. 


James turned to finally look at him, he looked too scared, so small for someone taller than him. "I'm not sure | 


can." He muttered. 


Lars just nodded, understanding the need for the liquid courage. "Well, just know that.." Lars really didn't know 
what to say to James, so he just said the truth. "I love you.." Lars let escape out. 


James looked at him slightly hiding behind his hair. He saw James reach out for him but quickly drop his hand 


not bothering to reach out for Lars any longer. 
"Yeah, love you too man" James quietly said before leaving Lars standing there. 
Lars wasn't sure what would happen in the morning when they both woke up from their alcohol-induced sleep, 


but one thing was for sure. Everything was going to be different now because he was pretty sure that he 
was in love with James, and James was with him. 


